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The  Hard  Worker  Wins. 

“Yes,  Talleyrand,”  Napoleon  once 
:  a'J  to  his  minister,  "I  am  the  master 
of  Europe — because  I  work  harder 
;han  any  other  man  on  the  contnent. 
The  best  evidence  f  ability  is  im¬ 
mense  capacity  for  hard  work  and  an 
in:ert:e  conviction  of  its  necessity.” — 
System. 


Freddie  had  a  red-hot  poker. 

And  he  laid  it  on  his  ma. 

When  she  smeled  the  burn  it  woke 
her; 

“Dear,”  she  said,  “this  goes  too  far.” 

—Ex 


Watch  for  the  Christmas  Edition  of 
the  Zephyrus. 


For  Family  Groceries  s~e  us.  We 
carry  a  full  line 

FISHER  BROS.  CO. 


YOURS  FOR  SHOES 

PETERSON  &  BROWN 

Sole  agents  for  the  famous  Walkover 
Shoes.  $:i.50  and  $4.00 


For  good  Furniture  at  cheap  prices 


PATRONIZE 


go  to 

ROBINSON  &  H1LDERBRAND 


OUR 

ADVERTISERS 


QUIT  LOOKING 

If  it's  a  good  article  you  want,  we  have  if 

FOARD  <Sr  STOKES 

Astoria's  Greatest  Store. 
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“High  Glass  Clothes " 

FOR 

High  S&hool  Boys 


Herman  Wise 

The  Reliable  Clothier  and  Hatter 


A  SOCIAL  EVENT. 

One  of  the  swellest  social  events  of 
the  season  was  an  elaborate  breakfa  t 
party  at  the  A.  0.  U.  W.  hall,  Satur¬ 
day  morning,  Nov.  4,  at  eleven  o’clock. 
Those  present  were:  Minnehaha,  Ka¬ 
rima,  Eiditor  Adair,  Mine.  Zola.  Mile. 
Peterson,  The  Yellow  Kid,  President 
Allen.  Secretary  Leahy  and  “Tony  de 
Guill.”  The  tables  were  arranged 
very  artistically. 

The  breakfast  was  enlivened  by  the 
many  toasts  and  speeches.  “Tony  de 

DR.  W.  C.  LOGAN 

DENTIST 

Shanahan  Building 

DR  FRANK  VAUGHAN 

DENTIST 

Pythian  Building,  Astoria,  Ore. 
Phone  2164  Black 

PAUL  A.  TRULLINGER,  D.  D.  S. 

Room  37,  Page  Building, 
Astoria,  Oregon. 


Guill”  acted  in  the  capacity  of  toast¬ 
master.  Toasts  were  drunk  to  the 
Zephyrus,  the  Executtive  Committee, 
the  Student  Body,  the  sucess  of  the 
Hippodrome  Social  the  tea  made  by 
Karima,  and  the  coffee  concocted  by 
Chef  A  leu.  The  menu  was  as  follows. 
Coffee  Wafers 

Tea  Angel  Cake 

More  Coffee  Scrap  Cake 

Milk  and  Coffee  Water 
Those  who  mised  the  grand  function 
have  much  to  regret. 

A  Complete  Stock  of 

DRY  GOODS  AND  GENTLEMEN’S 
FURNISHING  GOODS 

C.  h.  COOPBR 

We  provide  health-giving  things  for 
your  satisfaction  and  cater  to  the  best 
trade — that's  why  we  want  your  busi¬ 
ness.  Our  prices  are  right. 


The  Leading  Grocers. 


For  the  Best  and  Cheapest  Goods  go  to  the 


THE  BEE  HIVE 


All  kinds  of  goods,  including  stationery. 


“When  You  Want  Anything  Good  go  to  DUNBAR’S.” 
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Dutchy. 


By  Kate 

“Hey,  there,  Dutchy.  where  you  go¬ 
ing?” 

“Spraken-ze  Deutsch.  already  yit ?” 

“When  did  you  c:me  over  from  the 
old  country,  Dutchy?” 

These,  and  many  other  such  taunts 
were  flung  at  the  little  German  boy 
who  walked  down  the  opposite  side 
of  the  road  from  his  tormentors. 

He  did  no;  even  l  ok  at  them,  but 
kept  his  eyes  on  the  ground  and 
walked  straight  on.  although  his  face 
was  flushed  and  his  fists  were  closed 
tight.  “I’ll  show  them  what  I  can  do 
yet.”  was  what  he  kept  saying  to  him¬ 
self  over  and  over  again,  and  he  threw 
his  head  back  and  walked  on  as  a 
man.  At  last  he  turned  a  most  wel¬ 
come  corner  and  was  hidden  from  the 
American  boys'  view.  Then  his 
shoulders  dropped,  his  eyes  grew  mis¬ 
ty.  a  big  lump  f  reed  itself  into  his 
throat,  and  he  walked  on  with  a  bent 
head  until  he  reached  a  little  white, 
one-storv  house,  which  was  his  home. 
He  entered  the  yard  and  with  a  sigh 
threw  himself  face  down  upon  the 
grass. 

He  began  to  beat  the  ground  vio- 
Why  did  he  have  to  be  a  Dutchman? 
He  hated  himself  because  he  was  one! 


Wood,  ’00. 

Why  hadn’t  his  father  lived,  so  his 
mother  would  not  have  to  work  so 
hard?  Dozens  of  these  little  thoughts 
filled  his  mind,  as  the  time  sped  rap¬ 
idly  on. 

While  he  lay  there  he  dreamed  that 
he  had  done  some  great  act,  and  that 
he  was  surrounded  by  crowds  of  peo¬ 
ple  who  were  shouting  and'  cheering 
for  him,  causing  him  to  enjoy  the 
highest  degree  of  happiness. 

“Johannes!  Johannes  Von  Broon! 
you  take  yourself  up  from  there  right 
away!”  were  the  words  that  at  last 
awoke  him.  “Git  oop,  you  will  haf  der 
yard  all  plowed  oop  mit  you  toes.” 

This  sudden  outburst  of  reproof 
was  from  Mrs.  Vcn  Broon,  Johanne’s 
mother.  Having  returned  from  her 
day’s  work  and;  found  t h ait  Johannes 
had  not  built  the  fire,  she  had  gone  to 
look  for  him. 

Johannes  jumped  tip  with  a  start 
and  went  toward  the  house.  At  the 
door  his  mother  met  him,  and  seeing 
his  tear-stained  face  her  anger  at  once 
s:  ftened- 

“Johannes,  mein  boy.  vas  ails  you?” 
said  she,  and  began  to  reproach  her¬ 
self  for  being  cross  with  him.  She 
sat  right  down  on  the  door-step,  and 
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putting  her  arm  around  him,  drew  him 
to  her.  “Tell  me  vas  'die  troubles  is, 
Hanzie.” 

While  she  continually  petted  him, 
he  told  her  all  his  troubles;  how  he 
was  called  names  by  the  other  boys, 
and  was  laughed  at  and  told  that  the 
Dutch  people  were  no  good. 

“Ach!  dass  1st  not  true!  Dutch  peo¬ 
ples  is  as  gut  as  any  peoples.  Those 
doys  do  not  know  what  dey  talk 
aboot.”  Thus  Mrs.  Von  Broon  reas¬ 
sured  him,  and  finally  Johannes  dried 
his  eyes,  promising,  henceforth,  to  be 
a  man  and  protect  her,  and  not,  to 
mind  what  people  called  him. 

Then  they  went  in  and  had  their 
supper,  and  after  helping  his  mother 
do  the  dishes,  Johannes  went  up  stairs 
to  his  little  room  over  the  kitchen. 
Hg  was  too  wide  awake  to  go  to  bed, 
so  he  sat  down  on  the  floor  by  his 
window.  As  their  house  was  on  a 
small  hill,  from  his  position  he  could 
see  ithe  greater  part  of  the  neighbor¬ 
hood.  One  house  particularly  attract¬ 
ed  his  attention  that  night.  It  was  a 
fine  large  house  that  stood  on  a  hill 
nearly  opposite  him.  There  were  no 
lights  in  /the  house,  but  Johannes 
could  distinctly  see  its  outlines.  He 
would  build  a  house  like  that  some 
day  for  his  m  ther  and  himself. 

As  he  sat  there  gazing  at  it,  he  no¬ 
ticed  a  small  flickering  light  through 
one  of  the  windows.  Suddenly  it  shot 
up  higher  and/  grew  larger  and  larger. 
It  was  no  light!  It  was  a  fire!  Jo¬ 
hannes  did  not  need  a  second  thought. 
He  hurried  silently  down  the  stairs, 
out  of  the  house  and  yard,  and  ran 
down  the  road  faster  than  he  had  ever 
ran  bef  re.  It  was  fully  a  half  mile 
to  the  house,  but  Johannes  kept  on. 
Although  it  seemed  that  he  would  nev¬ 
er  reach  it,  he  finally  did,  but  was 
almost  exhausted. 

He  must  not  stop  now.  He  ran  up 
to  the  door,  pushed  the  electric  but¬ 
ton  as  hard  and  as  long  as  hg  could. 
No  one  came.  What  should  he  do? 
He  hurried  around  to  the  rear  of  the 


house  in  the  hope  of  finding  someone, 
but  it  was  all  in  vain. 

He  tried  the  door,  but  found  it 
locked.  Then  he  fell  across  a  chair. 
He  jumped  up  and  placed  the  chair 
under  a  small  window,  and  by  stand¬ 
ing  on  the  chair  he  was  able  to  reach 
the  wind/ow.  He  pushed  as  hard  as 
he  could.  It  went  up  jus*  a  little.  He 
kept  on  working,  and  at  last  got  it 
up  far  enough  for  him  to  squeeze 
through. 

Inside  the  house  he  did  not  know 
which  way  to  go.  However,  he  went 
through  a  great  number  of  doors  and 
rooms,  and  then  came  to  a  spacious 
hall,  where  he  found  the  stairs  which 
led  to  the  second  story.  He  could 
smell  smoke,  but  wen;  on  up  the  stairs 
and  after  trying  several  rooms  opened 
a  door  through  which  poured  a  vol¬ 
ume  of  smoke  that  was  suffocating. 
He  saw  that  the  carpets  and  rugs 
were  n  fire  but  bravely  entered  the 
room  and  began  to  fight  the  fire.  He 
worked  until  he  was  entirely  exhaust¬ 
ed  and  fell  unconscious  to  the  floor. 

When  he  again  opened  his  eyes  he 
found  himslf  all  bandagl  up,  lying  in 
a  beautiful  bed  and  in  a  still  more 
beautiful  room.  A  familiar  hand  lay 
on  his  forehead.  He  looked  to  see 
who  its  owner  was,  and  saw  his  moth¬ 
er  sitting  beside  the  bed.  Johannes 
smiled;  it  seemed  so  long  since  he 
had  seen  her. 

“Now,  vhat  you  say  Hanzie,  about 
die  Dutch  peoples  are  not  as  gut  as 
any  other  peoples?”  joyfully  whis¬ 
pered  Mrs.  Von  Broon.  "Die  Ameri¬ 
can  boys  will  laugh  at  you  no  more, 
now.  You  haf  saved  ein  rich  man’s 
house  und  everybody  vas  glad.” 

"So  am  I,”  said  Johannes,  “my 
dream  has  come  true. 


To  any  one  wishing  to  see  a  flock 
of  sheep  pass— Just  stand  in  the  hall 
when  the  Preshies  go  to  class. 

Their  shepherd.  Miss  H - .  shows 

them  in  a  hurry. 

And  then,  oh  my,  how  the  little 
ones  scurry. 


THE  ZEPHYRUS 


5 


The  Old  Mill  Wheel. 


By  Gayle  Roberts,  ’08 

I. 

It  is  thirty  years  since  first  I  stood 

On  the  spat  where  I  stand  today; 

Then  the  old  mill  wheel  was  solid 
wood, 

And  my  hair  had  not  turned  gray. 

The  elm  I  see  with  its  drooping  bough 

And  the  birds  sing  sweetly  still. 

But  alas!  the  wheel  is  silent  now — 

And  the  miller  has  gone  with  his 
wheel. 

II. 

These  years  have  crumbled  the  oaken 
frame 

Into  chips,  and  splinters,  and  dust. 

The  old  mill-wheel  like  the  miller’s 
fame, 

Is  now  covered  with  moss  and  rust. 

For  hands  that  wrought,  and  the  will¬ 
ing  feet — 

S  quick  to  respond  in  their  day. 

Will  grind  no  more  of  the  golden 
wheat ; 

Like  the  mill — they  have  passed 
away. 

Farewell,  old  mill,  for  thy  race  is  run; 

Thy  clatter  is  hushed  in  age. 

But  pictures  left  of  frolic  and  fun 

Still  remain  on  memory’s  page — 

With  voices  heard  and  the  faces  met 

In  the  days  of  long  ago — 

When  the  miller  ground  wheat,  and 
the  wheat  was  wet 

With  the  stream  of  its  ceaseless 
flow. 

III. 

Farewell,  old  mill!  —no  more  to  go 
round 

With  creaking  groan  and  solemn 
roar; 

Farewell  to  the  rushing  water’s 
sound, 

And  the  miller’s  face  at  the  door. 

For  days  may  come  and  days  may  go 


(With  revisions) 

And  fair  maids  may  be  wooed  and 
wed ; 

But  days  like  thine,  few  ever  may 
know 

Since  the  mill  and  the  miller  are 
dead. 

IV. 

I  turn  from  the  scene  and  go  my  way; 

But  shadows  fall  over  my  heart. 

The  mill  and  miller  have  had  their 
day; 

With  these  friends  of  youth  I  must 
part. 

Thus  life  is  a  mill;  its  hum  must 
cease; 

For  the  water  will  all  flow  past; 

An  hour  is  coming  to  bring  release 

When  all  wheels  will  stand  still  at 
last. 

V. 

Then  grind  the  wheat  while  the  mill 
is  strong; 

And  the  stream  flows  on  to  the  sea; 

While  hearts  are  brave  and  days  are 
long. 

And  the  hand  is  expert  and  free. 

For  the  time  must  come  when  the 
moss  will  grow; 

And  the  rust  will  corrode  the  steel. 

And  life  will  stop,  no  longer  iu  go. 

Like  the  mill  and  the  old  mill  wheel. 


Uncle  Sidney  (trotting  his  small 
niece) — “How  do  you  like  this,  young 
lady?” 

Baby  Hannah — “Oh,  pretty  well; 
but  I  rode  a  real  1  nkey  the  other 
day.” 


The  literature  class  wonder  if  “mis¬ 
takes  in  general"  are  like  some  theo¬ 
ries  in  physics  which  cannot  be  seen 
by  the  human  eye. 
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Billy’s  Visitors. 


By  Madge  Pulton,  ’08. 


Billy  Harrington  went  to  the  Hal- 
sted  Academy  and  was  an  “all  round” 
boy,  except  that  he  was  either  bashful 
or  scared  when  he  was  in  company 
with  girls. 

There  alsia  lived  at  this  academy 
three  other  boys  who  resolved1  to  cure 
him  of  his  bashfulness.  As  a  result 
of  this  resolution  a  plan  was  formed. 
This  must  have  been  what  they  were 
plotting  when  the  teacher  remarked, 
“I  thought  you  three  boys  asked  to 
speak  about  your  geometry,  but  y:u 
seem  entirely  too  interested  for  that,” 
****** 

It  was  too  dark  to  read,  and  as 
someone  had  borrowed  his  lamp  Billy 
was  sitting  in  his  favorite  chair  gaz¬ 
ing  sleepily  into  the  fire  and  eating 
peanuts  out  of  a  big  bag,  for  which  he 
had  spent  the  last,  of  his  allowance. 
Hearing  a  gentle  knock  on  his  door  he 
opened  it. 

“Why,  how  do  you  do?  You  are 
Bob’s  cousin,  Mr.  Harrington,  aren’t 
you?  He  told  us  to  come  up  here  to¬ 
night  and  that  he  would  introduce  you 
to  us,  but  he  has  deserted,  I  guess,” 
and  so  saying  three  gaily  dressed 
young  ladies  entered  the  room  and  all 
except  one  seated  themselves  on 
chairs,  while  the  one  must  have  for¬ 
gotten  herself  for  she  sat  on  the  ta¬ 
ble. 

“Yes,”  exclaimed  Billy,  when  lie  had 
recovered  from  his  surprise,  “Bob  did 
say  he  might  come  up  tonight  and  we 
can  wait  for  him.  but  you  will  have  to 
excuse  my  having  no  light.  I  was 
reading  by  the  firelight.” 

“Oh,  girls,  isn’t  this  room  just  too 
cute  for  anything?  And  really,  Mr. 
Harrington,  we  like  it  better  without 
a  light,”  said  another  one  of  the  girls, 
with  a  bewitching  glance  at  Billy. 

Meanwhile  the  peanuts  were  disap¬ 


pearing  while  the  girls  talked.  They 
all  seemed  to  have  colds,  for  their 
voices  sounded  strange  at  times  and 
Billy  thought  that  he  had  never  no¬ 
ticed  that  girls  were  so  silly. 

“Just  look  what  time  it  is,  we  must 
be  going,”  said  the  youngest  one,  ad¬ 
vancing  toward  Billy;  but  Billy,  not 
knowing  the  exact  manner  in  which 
she  meant  to  say  goodby,  quietly  re¬ 
treated  to  the  other  side  of  the  table, 
where  he  recovered  only  in  time  bo 
say,  “you  must  surely  come  again.” 

“Oh,  most  certainly  we  will!  Well, 
goodby,”  but  as  they  reached  the 
threshold  her  skirts  proved  too  much 
for  her  and  she  tripped  and  tumbled 
into  the  hall  with  the  other  two  young 
ladies  on  top  of  her. 

There,  amongst  the  mixture  of 
skirts  and  hats  and  girls,  Billy  beheld 
two  or  three  trowser  legs  waving  in 
the  air,  and  where  the  tumult  was 
thickest  his  roommate’s  red  head. 
Then  there  was  more  noise,  and  the 
landlady  came  up  to  see  what  was  the 
matter,  but  all  she  could  see  was  three 
boys  running  down  the  stairs,  and  Bil¬ 
ly,  with  an  armful  of  skirts,  in  hot 
pursuit. 


WHAT  LITTLE  SIDNEY  THOUGHT. 


He  said,  when  he  saw  the  football 
high. 

Suspended  from  a  peg, 

“It  must  have  been  a  tough  old  hen 
\\  hat  laid  that  leather  egg.” 

Why  did  Charles  Darwin? 

Because  he  never  turned  his  back  to 
Defoe. — Ex. 


An  anecdote  is  a  short  funny  tale. 

A  rabbit  has  four  legs  and  an  an¬ 
ecdote. — Ex. 
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A  Hallowe’en  Storriette. 


By  ANNIE  BERGMAN.  ’OG. 


It  was  Hallowe’en.  The  moon  shone 
in  all  her  glory,  throwing  a  mellow 
light  over  the  world  beneath.  The  air 
was  cool  and  crisp.  Not  a  wind 
stirred.  “An  ideal  Haliowe  en"  was 
the  verdict  of  all. 

Sadie  Burton  had  looked  forward  to 
this  night  with  all  the  joy  of  a  tweive- 
year-old  girl  who  was  to  celebrate  her 
first  birthday  party.  She  had  made 
Tom  promise  “honestly  and  truly”  not 
to  try  any  of  his  mischievous  tricks 
anil  t  behave  himself  like  a  gentle¬ 
man.  It  was  difficult  for  Tom  to 
promise,  but  cnce  made  he  really 
meant  to  keep  it. 

At  seven  Sadie’s  guests  began  to 
arrive.  She  was  determined  that  no 
one  should  be  slighted  at  her  party, 
so  little  lame  Fanny  and  Billy,  the 
darkey,  felt  as  much  at  ease  as  pretty 
Mary,  the  Mayor's  daughter. 

Such  fun  the  children  had!  Such 
roasting  of  nuts  and  apples!  Never 
did  the  grate  seem  more  inviting. 
Such  bobbings  of  apples!  Poor  Tom. 
I  am  sorry  to  say.  fcrgot  his  promise 
for  one  wee  minute  and.  as  Billy  had 
his  teeth  almost  on  an  apple,  gave  his 
head  such  a  slight  push,  as  Tom  said 
afterward  and  Billy  came  out  sputter¬ 
ing.  Satie  was  disgusted  and  gave 
Tom  so  icy  a  look  that  he  felt 
ta  roughly  ashamed  of  himself  and 
meant  to  get  even  with  his  sister  for 
disgracing  him. 

Sadie  had  a  bosom  friend  named 
Kate.  In  the  course  of  the  evening, 
when  the  children  began  to  break  up 
into  groups.  Kate  and  Sadie  found 
themselves  alone.  “Kate.  ’  said  Sa¬ 
die.  “I  read  today  of  a  most  delight¬ 
ful  Hallowe’en  superstition.  Of 
course.  I  don’t  believe  in  it  (in  fact 
b  th  she  and  Kate  were  very  super¬ 
stitious),  hut  I  do  think  it  would  be 
so  much  fun  to  try  it.  It  was  some¬ 


thing  like  this:  At  midnight,  if  you 
go  down  the  cellar  stairs  backward, 
carrying  a  mirror  in  one  hand  and  a 
lighted  candle  in  the  other,  you  will 
see  the  face  of  your  future  husband 
in  the  mirror.  Mother  wouldn’t  let  us 
stay  up  till  twelve,  but  suppose  that 
we  be  naughty  tonight  and  see  if  the 
superstition  is  true.  All  this  time 
the  two  girls  had  been  secreted  in  a 
corner  and  were  talking  in  whisper”, 
but  Tom,  happening  to  pass  by,  over¬ 
heard  their  conversation  and  passed 
on  with  a  wise  look  upon  his  face. 

For  the  rest  of  the  evening  Sadie 
and  Kate  were  in  the  best  of  spirits. 
Never  were  the  girls  in  a  more  ex¬ 
cited  state  of*  mind.  Sadie’s  eyes 
sparkled  and  her  cheeks  shone. 

At  ten  mothers  and  fathers  canoe 
for  their  children,  and  soon  the  house 
was  free  from  the  sound  of  happy 
voices.  Kate,  who  was  to  remain  all 
night  at  Burton’s,  and  Sadie  made 
their  way  to  their  room.  Having  ex¬ 
tinguished  the  light  they  feigned 
sleep.  Naturally,  they  were  very 
tired  and  almost  fell  asleep.  After 
what  seemed  ages,  they  heard  the 
clock  strike  half-past  eleven.  When 
it  seemed  almost  twelve  they  cautious¬ 
ly  made  their  way  downstairs,  then  to 
the  cellar.  Everything  was  still.  Their 
lighted  candles  seemed  put  to  shame 
before  the  light  of  the  moon.  They 
were  just  a  littl a  afraid,  the  world 
seemed  so  large  and  silent.  These 
two  friends  were  perfectly  safe  in  the 
thought  that  no  one  knew  about  their 
silly  trip,  but  had  they  listened  very 
closely  they  might  have  heard  a  slight 
noise  which  seemed  to  come  from  the 
cellar.  Finally,  believing  in  the  old 
superstition,  they  made  their  way 
■down  the  stairs,  carrying  the  mirror 
in  one  hand  and  the  lighted  candle  in 
the  other.  Just  as  they  came  to  the 
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bottom  of  the  stairs  both  looked  into 
their  mirrors,  but  instead  of  seeing 
what  they  expected,  they  gave  one 
frightened  cry,  and  unable  to  speak  or 
move,  they  sat  down  on  the  stairs. 
“Father!  father!!”  screamed  Sadie. 
Soon  the  household  was  aroused  and 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Burton  were  making 
their  way  to  the  cellar,  from  which  all 
the  noise  seemed  to  come.  “What  can 
those  girls  be  doing  up  at  this  time  of 
night?  Surely  no  one  is  kidnapping 
them.  Do  hurry,  father.”  When  they 
reached  the  steps  they  saw  a  ouee™ 
sight.  The  girls  were  at  the  bottom 
of  the  steps  almost  breathless,  but  in 
a  dark  corner  near  the  cellar  door 
stood  the  object  of  their  terror.  Mr. 


Burton  himself  confessed  it  almost 
turned  his  blood  cold.  On  examining 
the  great  creature  he  found  it  to  be  a 
post  with  a  white  sheet  around  it,  and 
on  its  top  a  jack-’o- lantern  with  an 
awful,  diabolical  look  upon  its  face. 
As  he  looked  into  the  cellar  he  saw 
Tom  huddled  up  in  one  corner.  “I 
never  meant  to  frighten  the  girls  so,” 
he  said,  “I  only  meant  tto  give  them  a 
little  scare  and  get  even  with  Sadie.” 

“You  all  deserve  a  good  scolding, 
but  instead  I’ll  send  you  to  bed.”  Sa¬ 
die  made  Tom  promise  nee  more  nev¬ 
er  to  say  a  thing  about  their  mid¬ 
night  exploit,  and,  for  a  wonder,  he 
did  not. 


MY  SENTIMENTS  EXPRESSED. 


By  a  Senior  Who  Knows. 

Gee!  some  tings  is  funny. 
Happen  every  day, 

I  don’t  know  the  reason. 

Guess  it’s  the  new  way. 

Studied  English  very  hard 
For  a  month  or  more, 

Thought  it  was  quite  easy 
And  not  an  awful  bore. 

Had  a  test,  in  English 
Week  or  two  ago, 

Gee!  but  it  was  easy, 

Got  them  all,  you  know. 

Waited  just  a  week  or  so, 

Got  our  papers  back, 

Three  off  for  poor  writing 
And  punctuations  lack! 
Ninety-five;  it  wasn’t  bad, 

Really  felt  sublime, 

Km  owed  I’d  get  least  ninety 
On  my  car'd  next  time! 

Got  reports  the  other  day; 

I  was  really  shocked! 

Off  ninety-five  in  English, 

Just  twenty  more  was  knocked! ! 
What’s  the  use  of  studying? 

Guess  I’ll  stop  a  trying. 

No  use  wasting  brains  for  naught 
Or  o’er  such  subjects1  sighing! 


THE  HIGH  SCHOOL. 


As  viewed  by  Faye  Elizabeth  Ball. 

Six  weeks  of  school  have  quickly  past. 
And  hard  at  work  are  we  at  last. 

We  greet  the  Freshmen  with  three 
cheers, 

And  tape  they  will  remain  four  years. 
Fate  has  said  that  you’ll  be  paid 
If  of  work  you’re  not  afraid. 

The  Sophs  with  smiling  face  we  see. 
Yet  as  conceited  as  Sophs  e’er  be. 
Juniors!  I  tell  you  we’re  all  right, 

Miss  B  says  we’re  .so  very  bright  (?) 

So  just  come  in  to  geom’try  II 
And'  then  you’ll  see  what  we  can  do. 

The  Seniors  think  they  are  too  smart, 
But  now  that  we  can  take  a  part, 

Well  make  them  take  a  backward 
seat 

And  show  that  we  cannot  be  beat. 

The  teachers  new,  we  greet  you  too, 
We  know  you’ll  please  the  whole  year 
through. 


A  RIDDLE. 

Why  are  Grace  and  Irene  alike? 

Ans.  Because  their  vocabularies 
are  continually  in  use. 
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A  DREAM. 


By  Esther  Gearhart,  ’07. 

I  never  was  the  brightest  nor  the 
most  studious  student  that  ever  en¬ 
tered  this  High  School,  but  this  day 
everything  seemed  ro  go  wrong.  My 
lessons  had  been  glanced  at,  but  that 
was  about  all. 

The  English  teacher,  thinking  I 
looked  as  if  I  did  not  know  my  lesson, 
turned  to  me.  after  failing  to  get  an 
answer  from  several  pupils,  and  asked 
me  to  tell  what  I  knew.  *  After  the 
shake  of  my  head,  down  went  a  big 
round  mark,  called  by  some  a  goose 
egg:  that  mark  which  is  way  below 
freezing.  With  a  long  sorrowful  face 
i  entered  the  Physics  class.  The  pro¬ 
fessor,  with  an  unusually  bright  air, 
-Ske'  me  the  very  question  I  did  not 
kn  w.  Again  my  turn  came.  When 
I  said  I  could  net  answer  it  he  frowned 
2nd  frowned.  With  a  longer  and  more 
sorrowful  face,  I  returned  to  my  room. 
1  trie’  t0  study;  but  alas!  it  was  all 
i"  va  n.  The  time  flew;  I  now  had  to 
recite  to  Miss  B.  She  greeted  me 
with  a  smile,  and  asked  if  I  had  my 
lesson.  In  an  instant  I  found  myself 
s  a  ding  in  he  hall.  The  teachers 
art  neared  at  their  doors:  fr  m  the  east 
an  English  literature  came  whizzing 
pa.  t  me;  then,  from  the  south,  the 
physics  came  and  hit  me  right  in  the 
head.  I  grabbed  my  books,  but  before 
I  reached  the  stairs,  I  stumbled  over 
a  pile  of  geometries  and  histories.  T 
jumped,  scrambled,  tumbled  and  fell. 
When  I  reached  the  foot,  with  the  last 
hard  bump,  I  drew  a  short,  quick 
breath,  and  found  that  I  had  been 
asleep  over  those  awful  books. 


At  the  lunch  hour.  Henry  Hess — 
“Will  you  please  pass  the  old  cheese?” 

Grace — “Just  wait  one  moment ;  I’ll 
see  if  I  can  catch  it.” 


Grace  in  Physics — “Mr.  G - ,  when 

it  speaks  of  cones  in  the  lesson  today 
does  it  mean  the  cones  of  pine  trees?” 


FOR  THE  U.  S.  HISTORY  CLASS. 


How  many  readers  cculd  tell  off¬ 
hand  the  number  of  national  capitals 
this  country’s  congress  has  sat  in.  and 
give  the  names?  Not  many,  probably. 
Well,  there  have  been  nine  of  them — 
Washington,  D.  C„  Baltimore  and  An¬ 
napolis,  in  Maryland;  Trenton  and 
Princeton,  in  New  Jersey;  Philadel¬ 
phia,  Lancaster  and  York,  in  Penn¬ 
sylvania.  and  New  York  City.  The 
first  session  of  the  continental  con¬ 
gress  was  held  in  Carpenter’s  Hall, 
Philadelphia.  September  5.  1774. There¬ 
after  the  American  congress  was  for 
a  long  time  something  like  the  Philip¬ 
pines  congress  while  the  latter  was 
dodging  American  troops — and  for 
much  the  same  reason,  says  the  Na¬ 
tional  Magazine.  Fearing  to  remain 
in  Philadelpha  after  the  defeat  on 
Long  Island,  congress  went  to  Balti¬ 
more,  and  voted  George  Washington 
dictatorial  power  for  six  months.  Con¬ 
gress  returned  to  Philadelphia  two 
months  later,  February  27,  1777.  Lan- 
cas'er  and  York  got  their  sessions  aft¬ 
er  the  defeat  at  Brandywine,  congress 
again  retreating.  Nine  months  the 
law-makers  remained  in  York;  the 
news  of  Burgoyne’s  surrender  was  re¬ 
ceived  there.  Then  six  months  in 
New  York  and  another  term  in  Phila¬ 
delphia.  Menaced  by  unpaid  troops, 
congress  went  over  to  New  Jersey. 
Sessions  were  held  in  Princeton  col¬ 
lege  library.  Annapolis  next,  where 
General  Washington  resigned  his  com¬ 
mission.  Trenton  had  a  trial  then, 
v/th  Henry  Lee  as  president.  Here 
Lafayette  took  leave  of  his  American 
allies. 


He:  “If  I  should  kiss  you,  what 
would  you  do?” 

She:  “I  never  meet  an  emergency 
until  it  arises.” 

He:  “But  if  it  should  arise?” 

She.  “I’d  meet  it  face  to  face.” 

—Ex. 
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ATHLETICS. 


BY  A  QUIZ 


Little  movement  has  been  made,  as 
yet,,  toward  organizing  a  foot  ball 
team  in  the  high  school.  This  is 
probably  owing  to  the  lack  of  suitable 
material,  as  the  majority  of  the  mem¬ 
bers  of  last  years’  team  have  left  us. 

The  outlook  for  a  basket-ball  team 
among  the  girls  is  very  promising,  as 
a  greater  number  of  players  can  be 
secured  this  year  than  ever  before. 
Insomuch  as  the  boys  are  unable  to 
turn  out  this  year,  the  girls  should  or¬ 
ganize  a  basket-ball  team  for  they  may 
be  assured  of  the  heartiest  support  of 
the  students  at  large. 


Things  Miss  B.  would  like  to  know. 

Why  Joseph  and  Otito  are  always  in 
the  Freshman  room  ? 

Where  Myrtle  gets  all  her  grammar 
school  pins? 

With  whom  Grace  walks  up  to 
school  at  noon? 

Why  Sidney’s  parents  did  not  want 
to  sign  his  report  card? 


Blodwen  Davis,  ’06. 

O,  tell  me,  where  have  all  our  reso¬ 
lutions  gone? 

“I’m  going  to  learn  my  lessons  well 
this  year.” 

“I’ll  pass  on  honor  in  them,  every 
one.” 

Did  by-and-by  call  on  us  unawares? 

And  in  his  gentle  manner  steal  a 
few. 

With  apt  excuse  to  help  him  hide 
his  deed. 

“To  working  hard  I  can’t  get  used 
so  soon.” 

Or  blue  Mondee,  the  always  guilty 
thief. 

Can  he  be  called  to  answer  for  the 
crime? 

Our  resolutions  crammed  with  stout 
“I  wills.” 

They’ve  disappeared.  It  cannot  be 
denied, 

And  left  a  row  of  ‘tattle-tales”  be¬ 
hind — 

On  our  reprrts.  Oh!  where  have 
they  gone? 


What  Freshman  Donald  thinks  “Is 
such  a  swell  girl?” 

If  we  were  punished  as  she  was 
when  she  received  her  first  seventy- 
five  mark? 

Why  Sidney  was  excused  from  lit¬ 
erature? 

Why  Harvey  is  so  anxious  to  go  to 
chemical  experiments? 

Why  Harvey  and  Yvon  waste  their 
time  on  Geometry  III  when  it  is  so 
easy? 

If  Mr.  G.  pushes  long  on  tihe  High 
School  with  accelerated  velocity  will 
it  move? 


One  Soph  whispered  a  question  to 
another  Soph  when  Miss  D  was  absent 
from  the  room,  and  the  second  Soph 
whispered  to  the  questioner.  “It  is 
dishonorable  to  whisper  when  the 
teacher  is  not  here.”  Moral:  Practice 
what  you  preach. 


Papa  likes  his  chops  on  zinc. 
Brother  likes  his  served  with  ink. 
Sister  likes  hers  served  conicular, 
Mama’s  deal  and  not  particular. 

—Ex. 


Little  Jimmy  was  peculiar. 

Stuck  a  pin  in  sister  Julia; 

Sister  yelled  like  bloody  murder. 
“Gee!”  said  he,  “I  must  hev  stirred 


Tommy  pushed  his  aunt  Elizer 
Off  a  rock  into  a  geyser. 

Now  he’s  feeling  quite  dejected, 
Didn’t  get  the  rise  expected. 

—Ex. 


Johnny — “Pa!” 

Pa— “Well  ?” 

Johnny — "Do  you  laugh  in  your 
sleeve  cause  that’s  where  your  funny 
bone  is?” — Ex. 
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A  New  Year. 


Freshmen 

Sophmore 
.Junior  . . 
Senior  . . 


With  this  issue  The  Zephyrus  be¬ 
gins  a  new  year,  under  the  manage¬ 
ment  of  an  almost  entirely  new  staff. 
The  departments  of  the  paper  for  the 
ensuing  year  differ  from  those  of  last 
year  in  only  one  point,  Personal 
Flings. 

This  department  consists  of  four 
•divisions,  namely:  A  reporter  for  the 
Senic",  Junior  and  S'  ph more  classes 
respectively,  while  the  fourth  division, 
the  Freshmen,  is  given  to  two  report¬ 
ers,  one  for  the  first  term  and  one  for 
the  second  term  Freshmen.  In  this 
way  the  management  hopes  to  keep  in 
touch  with  caeh  class,  while  they,  in 
turn,  will  have  a  special  interest  in 
the  Zephyrus. 

A  wrong  idea  has  become  current  in 
the  High  Scho  1  which  is  that  the 


members  of  the  staff  alone  is  re¬ 
sponsible  for  the  contents,  that  it  is 
their  place  to  furnish  all  material 
from  which  the  paper  is  published, 
and  that  if  it  is  not  published  on  time 
the  staff  is  to  blame.  The  editors  and 
reporters  will  do  their  best,  but  the 
Zephyrus  is  for  the  whole  Astoria 
High  School,  and  it  is  to  the  whole 
school  that  'they  must  look  for  ma¬ 
terial. 

So  this  year,  let’s  turn  over  a  new 
leaf  and  work  for  our  paper  with  in¬ 
creased  interest.  When  it  is  pub¬ 
lished,  buy  several  copies  if  for  no 
other  reason  than  the  desire  to  help 
along  a  school  publication  which  is 
trying  'to  better  itself  in  every  way, 
and  whch  depends  entirely  on  you 
and  your  encouragement  for  its  ex¬ 
istence. 
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Debating. 


The  Astoria  High  School  has  been 
asked1  to  join  a  debating  league  with 
the  Portland,  Salem  and  Eugene  High 
Schools. 

We  have  decided  to  accept  this  of¬ 
fer,  and  will  immediately  begin  to 
prepare  for  the  contest.  Although  we 
have  had  no  experience  in  debating, 
and  have  heard  very  few  debates,  still 
we  are  willing  to  learn,  and  at  least 
to  try  to  make  a  record  for  our  school. 

If  we  are  well  represented  in  this 
league,  even  if  we  do  not  winj,  we 
shall  become  better  acquainted  with 
other  schools.  This  intercourse  will 
create  a  deeper  and  broader  interest 
in  what  we  are  doing. 

Debates  are  of  great  advantage  to 
the  pupils,  for  through  this  mean* 
they  learn  to  speak  easily  in  public, 


to  think  quickly  and  to  argue  in  a 
clear,  concise  and  systematic  way. 
They  must  always  be  on  the  alert,  and 
also  be  able  to  select  the  most  import¬ 
ant  points  from  a  great  many. 

On  the  whole,  it  will  be  an  excel¬ 
lent  thing,  both  for  the  Astoria  High 
School  as  an  institution  of  learning, 
and  also  for  the  students,  to  have 
these  regular  debates. 

When  the  time  comes  for  the  rep¬ 
resentative  of  this  school  to  debate 
with  those  of  the  three  other  High 
Schools,  we  all  hope  that  he  will  make 
a  name  for  himself,  as  well  as  for  the 
school  which  he  represents.  If  we  do 
not  win  in  this  contest  it  will  not  have 
been  a  waste  of  time,  for  the  practice 
and  drill,  as  winners  or  losers,  is  al¬ 
ways  valuable  to  us. 


An  Appeal. 


Students  and  friends  of  this  paper: 
—This  paper,  by  which  you  may  ex¬ 
press  yourselves  on  school  or  any  oth¬ 
er  matter  of  general  concern;  by 
which  you  may  enjoy  a  good  story  by 
a  fellow  schoolmate;  by  which  you 
may  enjoy  a  hearty  laugh,  is  support¬ 
ed  mainly  by  the  advertisements. 

Without  advertisement  this  paper 


cannot  exist,  and  if  you  appreciate 
this  organ  of  the  school  it  will  befit 
you  to  patronize  those  people  and 
firms  who  patronize  this  paper — your 
paper. 

Then,  the  next  time  you  have  any 
occasion  to  buy,  show  your  spirit  of 
reciprocity  by  dealing  with  those  who 
deal  with  you. 


EXCHANGES. 

The  ’’Whims”  is  full  of  good  jokes 
and  witty  sayings,  but  might  be  im¬ 
proved  by  the  addition  of  a  few  stories 

The  descriptions  in  “The  Purple  and 
Gold”  are  very  vivid. 

The  October  number  of  “The  Spins¬ 
ter”  St.  Helen’s  Hall,  is  a  neat  paper. 
The  o  ver  design  is  very  suggestive  of 
the  name. 

We  welcome  “The  Pacific  Wave.” 

As  “The  Zephyrus”  is  not  yet  a  year 
old,  we  are  not  well  known  to  other 
schools.  We  hope  that  in  the  near 
future,  through  the  exchanges,  we 


shall  become  better  acquainted  with 
our  contemporaries. 

We  shall  be  glad  to  receive  ex¬ 
changes  from  other  schools  besides 
those  mentioned  above. 


No  one  knows  as  the  editor  knows 
The  torments  of  filling  up  space; 

But  this  just  shows  when  pushed  to  a 
close 

He  has  a  thousand  different  ways. 


Senior — “It  is  all  over  the  school.” 
Freshman  (excitedly) — “What  is?” 
Senior — “The  roof,  little  one.” 
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School  Notes. 


This  is  the  eighth  week  of  school, 
with  the  attendance  of  100  students. 
We  have  all  settled  down  to  work  with 
the  assistance  of  two  new  teachers, 
Mr.  Gorman,  Principal,  and  Mr.  Diebel, 
Latin  instructor. 

At  the  Student  Body  meeting,  held 
October  2,  a  constitution  and  by-laws 
were  adopted  and  Mary  Adair  and  Ot¬ 
to  Utzinger  were  elected  to  serve  on 
the  executive  committee.  The  offi¬ 
cers  are:  President,  Harvey  Allen: 
Vice-President.  J  seph  Leahy;  Secre¬ 
tary.  and  Treasurer,  Esther  Gearhart. 

We  are  pleased  to  note  that  the 
High  School  won  a  silver  medal  for 
their  work,  at  the  Lewis  and  Clark 
Fair. 

We  decided  at  the  Student  Body 
meeting  held  October  1G,  that  we 
should  enter  the  Debating  League 
with  the  High  Schools  of  Portland. 
Salem  and  Eugene. 

Winnifred  Higgins  is  attending  the 
Annie  Wright  Seminary  at  Tacoma. 

Lois  Parker  has  gone  to  Seat.le  bo 
at  ten'  the  High  School  there. 

Hazel  Robb,  formerly  a  member  of 
the  class  of  '07,  is  now  at  St.  Helen’s 
Hall.  Portland. 

Leta  Drain,  another  member  of  this 
class,  is  attending  the  Portland  Aca¬ 
demy  this  winter. 

On  the  20th  of  October  the  Seniors 
had  a  class  meeting  for  the  election  of 
officers  and  for  the  discussion  of  oth¬ 
er  class  affairs.  The  officers  are  as 
follows:  President,  Joseph  Leahy; 

Vice-President,  Kathryne  Wood;  Sec¬ 
retary.  Blodwen  Davies;  Treasurer, 
Otto  Utzinger;  Sergeant-at-Arms,  Ei- 
lene  Magladry. 


The  Entertainment,  Dance  and  Hip¬ 
podrome  Social  given  by  the  Student 
Body  at  the  A.  O.  U.  W.  hall  on  the 
evening  of  Friday,  Nov.  3,  was  an  un¬ 
qualified  success,  both  financially  and 
socially.  The  Student  B  dy  is  now 
out  of  debt,  making  our  way  clear  tto 


take  up  any  other  project  that  the 
studen.s  care  to  enter  into.  We  will 
now.  undoubtedly,  enter  the  debating 
league,  which  is  to  be  composed  of 
the  High  Schools  of  Salem,  Eugene, 
Portland  and  Astoria. 

Instrumental  solo  . May  Karinen 

Recitation  . “The  Long  Ago” 

Hazel  Estes. 

Essay  . 

“A  Short  Sketch  of  Greek  Sculpture” 
Norman  Anstinsen. 

Debate — 

Resolved,  That  the  Chinese  Ex¬ 
clusion  Laws  of  the  United  States 
Should  Be  Modified. 

Affirm.  Edith  Butts.  Yvon  Guil- 
liume;  deny,  Annie  Berg¬ 
man,  Harvey  Allen. 

Recitation — 

. “What  Constitutes  a  State” 

Arthur  Nickerson. 

Book  Review — 

. “A  Man  Without  a  Country” 

Faye  Ball. 

Recitation — 

. “The  American  Flag” 

Lester  Louden. 

Narration — 

. “A  Walk  Into  the  Country” 

Gertrude  Barker. 

Recitation  . “The  Courtin’” 

Loreat  Cornelius. 

Narration  . “A  Day  in  the  Woods” 

Lillian  Anderson. 

Book  Review. “Alice  of  Old  Vincennes” 
Mary  Adair. 

Recitation .  “A  Court  Lady” 

Edith  Davies. 

Original  story — 

. “A  Tale  of  Adventure” 

Hamilton  Garner. 

The  debate  was  decided  in  favor  of 
the  negative,  eight  points  having  been 
scored  to  five  for  the  affirmative.  The 
judges  were  City  Superintendent  A.  L. 
Clark.  County  Superintendent  Miss 
Emma  Warren  and  Miss  Badellet  of 
the  high  school.  The  next  rhetoricals 
will  be  on  the  14tli  inst. 
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Alumni  Notes. 


At  the  last  meeting  of  the  Alumni 
Association  Miss  Sue  Elmore  was 
elected  presidents  Miss  Jessie  Sands, 
secretary,  and  Grover  Utzinger,  treas¬ 
urer. 

The  following  graduates  of  the  As¬ 
toria  High  School  are  now  attending 
the  University  of  Oregon:  Will 

Wood,  ’03;  Felix  Moore,  ’03;  Will  Bar¬ 
ker,  ’04;  Oney  Jackson,  ’02;  Alfred 
Anderson,  ’02;  Carl  Homes,  ’02,  and 
Charles  Cleveland,  ’01. 

G.  Prescott  Wright,  ’04,  has  re¬ 
turned  to  the  University  of  California. 

Charles  E.  Jones,  ’01.  is  now  attend¬ 
ing  the  University  of  Wisconsin. 

Helga  Erickson  and  Otto  Erickson, 
both  of  ’04,  are  members  of  the  Uni¬ 
versity  of  Washington  at  Seatle. 

Ethel  Gerding,  ’04,  is  at  the  Willam¬ 
ette  University  at  Salem. 

Some  of  the  members  of  the  Al¬ 
umni  who'  have  been  recently  married 
are:  Violet  Bowlby  (Chessman), 

Florence  Turner  (Roelofsz),  Charlie 
Wright  and  Austin  Osbourne. 

Charles  E.  Gray,  ’98,  and  William  J. 


Gray,  ’99,  have  decided  to  engage  in 
business  in  Pendleton.  We  wish  them 
success. 

What  became  of  the  class  of  ’05. 

Esther  Larson  is  teaching  school  at 
Nehalem. 

George  Poysky  and  Lester  Louns- 
berry  are  enjoying  life  in  and  around 
Astoria. 

Amy  RannelLs  is  taking  a  course  in 
stenography  in  Astoria. 

Rose  Matson  is  at  Clifton  teaching. 

Pauline  Kirchoff  is  at  heme  in  As¬ 
toria. 

Ora  Scovell  is  in  Portland  studying 
to  become  a  nurse. 

Lois  Carnahan  is  studying  music  in 
Astoria. 

Emma  Knutsen  is  t.he  teacher  at 
Deep  River. 

Lawrence  Rogers  is  at  Corvallis. 
Ore.,  where  he  is  taking  the  pharmacy 
course  at  the  Oregon  Agricultural  Col¬ 
lege. 

Lottie  Hess,  Emma.  She’d  and 
Grace  Morton  are  at  home  in  Astoria. 


CARD  OF  THANKS. 


On  behalf  of  the  Student  Body  of 
the  Astoria  High  School  we  wish  to 
thank  all  those  who  assisted  us  in 
making  the  Hippodrome  Social  a 
success.  We  also  wish  to  thank  the 
general  public  for  their  liberal  patron¬ 
age,  which  we  greatly  appreciated. 

EXECUTIVE  COMMITTEE. 


Freshie— “What  part,  of  the  body  is 
the  scrimmage?” 

Soph — “The  wha-a-at?” 

Freshie — “Well,  I  saw  in  the  ac¬ 
count  of  a  football  game  that  one  of 
the  boys  got  hurt  in  the  scrimmage.” 

PERSONALS  . 

The  only  Junior  who  associates  with 
Freshmen  is  Fay  Ball  in  Latin  I. 


Miss  H. — “Donald,  in  what  sort  of  a 
meter  is  Paradise  Lost  written?” 
Donald — “Gas  meter,  ma’am.” 


Mr.  D. — “Hamilton,  what  kind  of  a 
nose  had  Caesar?” 

Hamilton — “I  think,  sir,  a  nose 
shaped  like  that  of  an  eagle.” 


Miss  B.  in  Geom.  II. — “Sidney  have 
you  all  your  problems?” 

Sidney — “Yes,  Miss  B.,  I  have  them 
all — to  get.” 


Wanted-A  stenographer  to  take 
down  English  Literature  notes. 


Gertrude — “Yvon,  how  many  angles 
has  a  triangle?” 


“When  You  Want  Anything  Good  go  to  DUNBAR’S.” 


THE  SENIOR'S  CHARACTERISTICS 
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Personal  Flings. 


Why  do  the  Senior  bovs  like  to  go 
to  Mr.  D’s  room? 

— o — 

What  are  “mistakes  in  general? 

Otto,  gazing  at  Joseph  perplexedly, 
“I  wonder  how  that  chum  of  mine  got 
a  standing  with  that  Freshman  girl?” 

We  have  been  trying  to  persuade 
Edith  Butts  for  a  long  time  that  she 
must  keep  her  nose  cut  of  things,  but 
never  to  her  satisfaction  until  recent¬ 
ly,  when  she  burned  the  end  of  said 
member  by  too  close  proximity  to  the 
H  2  SO  4  bottle. 

— o — 

Oh,  there  was  a  little  man 
'And  he  had  a  little  can 
And  he  went  (ask  Harvey  Allen 
where  he  went). 

— o — 

“There  is  no  color  to  me  so  bright, 
There  is  no  shade  so  lovely  and  light 
As  beautiful  yellow  on  a  back  ground 
of  white.” 

(Joseph  was  heard  -to  mumur  this 
sentimentality  as  he  gazed  at  a  certain 
hat  in  the  Freshman  cloak  room.) 

— o — 

Edith,  in  Senior  English  (her  face 
lighting  up  with  understanding) 
“Why-ee,  Miss  H,  that  sentence  isn’t 
a  sentence  at  all.” 

* — o — 

Two  of  the  chemistry  class  seem  to 
be  playing  at  housekeeping  in  the  lab¬ 
oratory.  Are  they  getting  experience 
for  future  use? 

— o — 

A  cooking  school  has  been  started 
in  the  basement.  For  particulars  in¬ 
quire  of  Kate  Wood. 

— - o — 

Freshman — “Arise,  shake  off  thy 

seeds,  and  walk. — Ex. 


Why  is  Frank  Parker  interested  in 
sailor  suits?  Does  he  intend  to  be  a 
sailor? 

— o — 

Wanted,  by  the  A.  H.  S.  teachers— 
Some  one  to  teach  a  certain  Senior 
penmanship. 

— o — 

“Goodness!  we’ll  be  late  to  the  c-p- 
era,”  she  said  impatiently.  We’ve 
been  waiting  a  good  many  minutes 
on  that  mother  of  mine.” 

“Hours,  I  should  say,”  he  remarked 
somewhat  testily.” 

"Ours,”  she  cried  rapturously.  “Oh, 
George,  this  is  so  .u.i  '.en!” 

.  Miss  D — "Illustrate  the  meaning  of 
the  suffix  ar.  meaning  one  who—” 

Freshie — “Friar,  one  who  fries.” 

What  is  Ernest  G’s  favorite  stone? 
(Ruby). 

— o — 

Miss  H — “How  shall  I  draw  a  circle. 
Kenneth?” 

Kenneth — “Draw  it  round.” 

— o — - 

Mr.  G — (In  phys.  gezg.) — “How 
many  zones  has  the  earth,  Norman?” 

Norman — “The  prigerated,  the  hor¬ 
rid,  the  temperance  and  the  intem¬ 
perance.” 

— o — 

Rip!  Row!  Ree! 

Rip!  Row!  Ree! 

Naughty  eight!  Naughty  eight! 

Yes!  Sir!  Ree! 

— o — 

Faye  Ball — “Miss  B.  is  Pi  squared  a 
square  meal?” 

Wanted — A  string  to  draw  circles 
with  in  physics  class.  Apply  to  Mary 
Clark. 


“When  You  Want  Anything  Good  go  to  DUNBAR'S.” 
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On  dark  days  make  pictures  and  fancy  work  with  a  Pyrographic  Outfit  from 

Hart's  Drug  Store 


598  Commercial  Street. 


Opp.  Foard  &  Stokes. 


WALLPAPER!  WALLPAPER!! 

Greatest  Bargains  Ever  Offered  in  Astoria. 

13.  T.  ALLEN  Sc  SON 


WALL  PAPER!!! 


BUY  YOUR  MEATS  OF 

GHR1STENSON  &  COMPANY 

BUTCHERS 

Prices  Reasonable. 


Prompt  Delivery. 


Candies 
Ice  Cream 
Sherbets 


P.  A.  STOKES 

:  ^  “The  Dressy  Shop  for  Dressy  Men.” 


Hot  Drinks 
Sandwiches 
Page  Block 


INO  USE 

Paying  a  fancy  price  for  clothing  in 
this  age  when  you  can  buy  clothing 
with  P.  A.  STOKES’  guarantee  at 
prices  ranging  from 

$m  to  $30 

Every  garment  is  perfection  in  the 
Sartorial  Art. 

SATISFACTION 

OR 

MONEY  BACK 


“The  Dressy  Shop  for  Dressy  Men.” 


